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A WAY OUT OF PRESIDENT ARTHUR'S DILEMMA. 


GENERAL GRANT: 


—‘ Don’t be troubled if a few fellows do decline. 


Here are some friends of mine who never refuse office.’’ 
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PUCK’S ANNUAL 


For 1882. 
CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


CTOBER is generally a good month for 
the poets. If the season is early, Indian 


*" Summer unfolds its panorama of golden 
haze and glowing ,forests, and Autumn idylls 
come in appropriately. But the Summer this 
year exhausted all its moisture in the earlier 
months, and the long drought has extended far 
into the Fall. There are no red and yellow 
leaves; they were burned sere and brown in 
August. ‘The Englishman who comes over with 
his mind made up to accept the gorgeous glory 
of the American Autumn finds, with keen de- 
light, that we have nothing better to show him 
than his own fields and forests can boast. Dry 
skies and sunken rivers tell of a hot and barren 
Summer. Unseasonable winds float the white 
dust of the country roads over the stubble- 
fields; and when the rain comes at last, too 
late to be of any service, the horny-handed 
farmer has but one reflection wherewith to con- 
sole himself as he counts over his pitiable gains 
—that he can charge his boarders, next season, 
double his usual extortionate price, and have 
tenable grounds for so doing. 

* 





But, as we remarked, October is generally a 
good month for poets. And this year poetry 
has ruled at a heavy discount. There has been 
no haze to speak of; for haze implies a certain 
dampness; and dampness has been at a premium 
for many months. The Autumn foliage is a!so 
of a very inferior quality; and if there has been 
any Indian Summer, the Apaches have kept it 
to themselves. Thus we see that every affliction 
has its compensations. All this kind of thing 
has its compensations. We have had very little 
poetry this year. Our crops are ruined; our 
streams are dried up; our water-supply is short ; 
but we have had very little poetry. ‘This is 
indeed a blessing. When we think of the havoc 
worked by the hurricane of Fall poetry that 
comes upon us every year, it is clearly our duty 
to give thanks for our unexpected escape. We 
have enjoyed a period of singular freedom from 
poesy. Where the poets’ corner once stood in 





the rural weeklies we now see quotations from 
the Patent Office reports, and we read them 
through with grateful hearts. The drought that 
has left our cisterns empty has also made dry 
the spring where the Muse is wont tosip. Is 
this a trivial blessing ? 

* . * 

Still, there is some reason to bewail our lot 
on other grounds. The ‘dry spell”? has prac- 
tically come to an end; but it threatened us 
with terrible dangers. We have had to contem- 
plate the possibility of a time when water should 
be more valuable than wine is now; when the 
millionaire should hesitate before asking his 
friend to step across the street and take a Croton 
cocktail; when the forks at the free-lunch coun- 
ter should stand in a glass of carbolic acid in- 
stead of a tumbler of water; when curry-combs 
should be used instead of sponges; when the 
streets should be sprinkled with lager; when the 
temperance people should inveigh against the 
soul-destroying habit of taking “ponies’’ of 
water in one’s daily Cognac; when the young 
bloods of New York should fly on roller-skates 
over the leveled bottom of the Hudson; when 
our laundresses’ bills should include an item: 
“to 1 qt. genuine water...... $8.50;’? when 
we should clean our teeth with ink and on 
gloomy mornings soak our aching heads in milk. 
This, indeed, was a shockingly unpleasant out- 
look. But what a trivial thing it seems when 
we consider that the drought has freed us from 
the Autumn crop of poets. 

* 
* * 

So far, it does not appear that General Grant 
has been very active in his interference with 
public affairs. But, of course, it is entirely out 
of the question to suppose that he does not keep 
his eye pretty well fixed on what is going on. 
He cannot help it; it is his nature. ‘The aver- 
age man who has enjoyed the sweets of office 
for eight years finds it difficult to retire into 
private life, and General Grant is so peculiarly 
constituted that he finds it infinitely more diff- 
cult than the average man. If General Grant 
could be made to understand that the country 
has at present no use for him, it would make 
everybody so much happier. We have no ob- 
jection to his becoming president of all the 
railroads and mines in the United States, if he’ ll 
only promise to keep his fingers out of politics. 

# 
* * 

We want him kept out for his own good as 
well as for ours. Hiseight years of administra- 
tion were not brilliant nor, indeed, scarcely 
creditable. When History takes them in hand, 
to record for future generations, it will have 
many disagreeable things to say of General 
Grant and his friends; and History will be 
right. President Arthur, who, sinking partisan- 
ship, is evidently trying to do his best, will do 
well to give General Grant the cold shoulder, 
unless he requires him for military purposes. 
He must not be guided by his advice in any 
way. The President has had some little diffi- 
culty in finding the right men to fill the offices 
at his disposal. If he called General Giant to 
his counsels, he would get numbers of men for 
the places; but it would be quantity without 
quality. ‘There are several individuals, excel- 
lent friends of Grant, who have tasted the 
sweets of office under his protecting wing, and 
are ready to do so again; but the country is not 
prepared for them just yet. 

x “4 * . 

Once more there is an election pending. 
One of those miserably frequent local elections 
which, whether Democrats or Republicans win, 
usually leave the people worse off than they 
were before. We don’t know, nor do we care 
very much, who are the candidates on either 





side. We believe some Senators, Aldermen, 
Judges or bootblacks are to be chosen to fill 
vacancies, and there will be plenty of fighting 
about it, too. Not that the people will worry 
themselves much, for it will be of little use, but 
the professional and, we may say, contemptible 
pot-house politicians will have a great deal to 
say, and will contest inch by inch, according 
to their own peculiar tactics, which the outsider 
can never understand. The independent citi- 
zen must read the newspapers, at times like 
this, with feelings akin to disgust. He will find 
nothing but column after column of fustian— 
reports of meetings, with speeches by the differ- 
ent partisans as to the respective merits of Mick 
McGrath and Barney O’Toole for street- 
sweeper, 
* . * 

Perhaps they are not going to elect street- 
sweepers now. No matter; whatever they are 
going to do is much the same thing. Men will 
be elected who want the offices, not with the 
idea of serving the public, but simply with the 
idea of serving themselves. But there is the 
charm of novelty about the present situation, at 
least as far as the Democrats are concerned. 
“‘ Halls”? are not counting for much just now, 
and a new consolidated County Democracy has 
sprung into being, and has lost no time in going 
into action. It is of small importance just new 
whether Tilden or Smith or Brown or Jones or 
Robinson is striving to get the nomination for 
1884; but probably Mr. Tilden and other possi- 
ble candidates think it as well to have the pipes 
laid by organizing the New York Democracy 
on a business basis. We do not know if any 
good will result from the change, but anything 
must be better than having to submit to the 
thralldom of ‘Tammany or Irving or any other 
hall. 

* ’ * 

Some of our Irish friends in Ireland are be- 
ginning to show that they are not entirely bereft 
of their senses. According to Mr. Gladstone, 
thirty thousand application-forms have been is- 
sued under the Land Act, which leads him to 
anticipate future peace and prosperity. Yet we 
hear that an armed band has visited houses in 
the neigborhood of Carrick-on-Shannon, threat- 
ening rent-payers with death. We Americans, 
who sympathize with Irishmen just as much 
as with Englishmen, Scotchmen, Welshmen, 
Frenchmen or Germans, but no more, would 
feel so grateful to these excitable Celts if they 
would undertake to fight their battles on their 
own sod and not attempt to organize conspira- 
cies in this country against the British Govern- 
ment. America is for Americans, and Irishmen 
must leave their grievances behind them when 
they become American citizens, and must con- 
duct themselves in an orderly manner or forfeit 
their privileges. America is not going to war 
to “‘ free’? Ireland. We have, at present, quite 
enough to do to attend to our own affairs. 

* 9 * 

New York is at any time at the mercy of a 
foreign enemy who may choose to send three 
or four ironclads to bombard the city. We 
have no guns and no fleet that can for a mo- 
ment compete with those of a fifth-rate Euro- 
pean power, nor could we construct them, for 
we have not the necessary machinery. Every 
citizen of the United States who values his own 
safety, and who prides himself on the wealth 
and greatness of the Empire Metropolis, ought 
to read the current number of Fiction, which 
contains a story entitled ‘‘The End of New 
York.’ It depicts what would occur, and 
perhaps, will occur, if Congress does not take 
immediate steps to strengthen our defences. 
We do not wish to be alarmists, but ‘‘ ‘The End 
of New York”’ brings us almost face to face 
with the dangers that threaten us. 
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THE PARK COMMISSIONERS. 


There seems to be a disposition, on the part of 
the newspapers, to take away the characters of the 
gentlemen who constitute the Park Commission. 

Their proceedings are constantly ridiculed, 
if not censured, and no pains are spared to 
cover these gentleman with contempt. 

It is high time that steps were taken to defend 
the Commissioners from the imputations cast 
upon them. That duty, as in all cases of the 
kind, devolves upon Puck, and we shall not 
flinch from it. 

We subjoin a report of the last meeting of the 
Park Commissioners, by which it will be seen 
that no body of officials have ever been more 
grossly libeled, and that not only are the 
charges made against them groundless, but that 
a better-behaved, more refined quartette of indi- 
viduals have seldom, if ever, existed. 

These are the men who have kept our parks, 
especially Central Park, in perfect condition. 
These are the men who have done their best to 
make the breathing-spaces in the city vie with 
those of every other country. 


THE PROCEEDINGS. 

The Commissioners met, and considerable 
self-sacrificing discussion arose as to which 
Commissioner should take the Chair. 

Mr. CoMMISSIONER MCLEAN said if there ex 
isted one man in this world for whom he had a 
greater regard than another, it was Mr. Commis- 
sioner Olliffe. If he had command of language, 
he would enlarge on this gentleman’s admirable 
qualities; but Heaven had not blessed him 
with the gift of eloquence, so he would content 
himself with saying, moving, proposing and 
urging that Mr. Commissioner Olliffe be invited 
to take the Chair. 

Mr. ComMISsSIONER OLLIFFE thought that, be- 
fore availing himself of the high honor sought 
to be conferred upon him by his beloved friend, 
Mr. Commissiorer McLean, it would be emi- 
nently proper to make a personal explana- 
tion. Slanderers had not hesitated to say that 
there had been ill feeling between certain Com- 
missioners on account of trifling differences of 
opinion. He need scarcely say that these 
rumors had not the slightest foundation in fact. 
If the Millenium ever did come, and the leop- 
ard was going to lie down with the lamb, the 
Park Commissioners would set the example in 
Central Park. He (Mr. Olliffe) was prepared 
not only to lie down with Mr. McLean, but also 
with Messrs. Wales and Lane. 

Mr. ComMISSIONER WALEs: I will not trouble 
the meeting about Department estimates, nor as 
to the cost of making new walks through the 
parks; but I must say that there is no truth in 
the statement that Mr. Lane put a bent,pin in 
Mr. Olliffe’s chair. I know from Mr. Lane 
himself that this was never done. I have too 
much respect for Mr. Lane to believe for a mo- 
ment that he would thus seek, even if he had 
ever had any dispute, to avenge himself. I move 
that both of these gentlemen immediately hug 
each other. Come to me, my sweet friends, and 
I will help you to this desirable consummation. 

Mr. CoMMISSIONER LANE: After the very 
loving remarks that have fallen from the lips of 
the last speaker, I think the best thing for us 
all to‘do is to embrace each other. I love my 
brother Commissioners; and J do so with the 
greatest satisfaction, because I know that they 
love me. I understand that my dearly beloved 
brothers - in- parks, Commissioners Wales and 
McLean, have been suffering from tickling in 
the nose. I sincerely hope that they have quite 
recovered. It pained me very much when I 
heard of it. 

Mr. CoMMISSIONER WaLEs: I am glad to 
say, Brother Lane, that the irritation at the end 
of my nose exists no longer. I have not felt a 
tickle since three weeks ago, and then it lasted 
for but five seconds. 





Mr. CoMMISSIONER McLEan had had a simi- 
lar experience, and thanked Mr. Lane profusely 
for his kind sympathy. 

Mr. CoMMISSIONER OLLIFFE: There being 
no further business before the meeting, I shall 
move that we adjourn for beer, and that we 
lunch afterwards at Delmonico’s, at my expense. 

The motion was agreed to. 

FROM THE NEw York Herald or THURSDAY. 

A special meeting of the Park Commission 
was held yesterday morning, and was charac- 
terized by the usual bear-garden proceedings. 
There was much personal recrimination, and 
the Commissioners made vulgar remarks about 
cach other’s noses. The meeting adjourned 
without tran.acting any business. 








A NEW SCHEME. 





A Hibernian, long a resident of the goatful 
locality in the upper part of this city known as 
Shantytown, last week came to the conclusion, 
being a disciple of the late Father Matthew, that 
he might do a great deal in the temperance cause 
by the introduction of a water-cellar in his aro- 
matic precinct. So he opened a cellar on the 
spot, and has called it “The Poteen.”? He has 
labeled the different brands of water, and put 
them up like wine in quart and pint bottles. 
Mr. Pat Mulgrady, owner of the celebrated 
fighting-dog, Guzzler, and late President of the 
Ballywhack ‘l'emperance League, as well as one 
av the min as runs the ward, d’ye moind, and a 
well-known connaisseur, has special charge of 
“The Poteen.” 

The following is copied from the flesh-col- 
ored, fragrant, vellum brochure which Mr. Mul- 
grady has sent us: 

Tawny Ditchwater-—Languorous and reeking 
with bouquet. A fine thing for wakes and 
shindigs. 

Chateau Yorkville—Very toney; a good post- 
prandial snifter for aldermen who have to drink 
a good deal and want to play light. 

Pontet O’ Rossa—Well selected, bang-up, and 
calculated to fill with delight and fight. A fine 
thing to take before going to a caucus, or Demo- 
cratic mass-meeting. 

Chateau McGrady—So called from being 
made in Pigville; very strong, cheap and light- 
ningful; good to give to men who only vote 
once, 

Gowanus Vieux—A light rose-colored swig, 
full of body and pretty dhry. A favorite dinner 
drink of Fergus McMullen, who recently killed 
a bulldog in a fight for $2,000 a side, near St. 
Louis. 

Piper O. Murphy of the 6gth—A light-waisted, 
pleasant dose. Good for cooking, bathing and 
drinking purposes. Invaluable in a breakdown 
or a goat raffle in the bogs. 

The above are only a few of the brands, which 
come at from fifty cents to four dollars per 
quart. The keeper’s intention is to prevent his 
countrymen from getting drunk. With the 
money he makes out of the scheme, and it will 
be large, as there will be nothing to pay for but 
the bottles, he intends to bail Parnell out and 
free Ireland, and have himself elected alder- 
man, 








There was a fair heiress of Beaulieu, 

Who Bave herself unto “ yours treaulieu ;”’ 
But I thought her too tall, 
So I told her with gall: 

“IT think that you’ve loved me undeaulieu.’’ 





There was an old maid of Ajaccio, 
Who asked: “ How do I get faccio?”’ 
When answer was made 
By some one, who said: 
‘Because you eat rats, bats and caccio.’’ 





Packenings. 


Yacutinc Notes—Fifty-dollar bills. 





THE “‘ City of Rome” is the noblest Inman 
of them all. 





VERY soon the water will be so scarce that 
there will not be enough to make lemonade; 
and this will be a spendid excuse for putting in 
plenty of stick. 


Where Js that public holiday that is to be 
devoted to prayers for rain? We ask this ques- 
tion because a proprietor of a rink out West is 
praying for skating. 





HERR VON SAUCKEN-TARPUTSCHEN has been 
elected as a Progressist in Berlin. If his name 
is any indication of the style of his politics, he 
will go to great lengths. 





Mrs. Vicroria is said to have once written 
an editorial in the London Zimes. It did not 
advocate a reduction of the miserable pittance 
she receives for ruling her subjects, 





Pat MuLpoon was considerably disappointe:| 
after he had bought his tickets for “Othello,’’ 
at Booth’s Theatre. ‘‘ Bedad,’’ said he, as he 
walked down 23rd Street: “I thought it was 
O’ Donovan Rossi, so I did.’ 





THERE WAS once a gay youth of Belvoir, 
Who was called by the girls a decelvoir; 

On day a young miss 

He tried hard to kiss, 
But she slapped him and told him to lelvoir. 





* Tis SWEET to see the antique matron shoo 
Around the yard the nervous speckled chicken. 
Chop off her head, and husk her quick, and 

thicken 

Her up with wine in view of fragrant sou— 

P, 





CHARLES DUDLEY WarNeR has written an 
article on camping out, in which he says nothing 
about the rapturous excitement attendant upon 
stealing turnips at moonlight, or getting up in 
the morning and cutting slices off a ham with a 
dull hatchet. 





. 

WE are glad to see that Postmaster James 
has succeeded Mr. James as Postmaster-General 
of President Arthur’s Cabinet. We don’t know 
that a better choice could have been made, un- 
less, perhaps, Mr. ‘I’. L. James could have been 
induced to accept the office. 





Ir 1s saiD that hereditary titles are to be he- 
stowed on wealthy Australians. These are 
some of them: ‘‘‘The Duke of Botany Bay,’’ 
“The Marquis of Chaingang,’’ ‘“‘ The Earl of 
Lagland,”’ ** Viscount Jaiibird,’’ “ Lord Cracks- 
man,’’ “ Sir Dick ‘Turpin, Bart.’’ 





‘THE Czar has given seventeen of his palaces 
to the poor. We are rejoiced to find that he 
is his own executor; but we don’t envy the 
poor. He offered these edifices first to the 
Nihilists, but they wouldn’t have them, fearful 
of being blown up by their own bombs, 





IN THEIR anxious desire to put an immense 
weight on Foxhall, the latest victor on the Eng- 
lish turf, and so to make a new victory impos- 
sible for this noble horse, the English sporting 
authorities should publish a law stipulating that 
only Mr. David Davis should ride him. By the 
way, a few sheets of the New York Lvening Post 
would do just as well. 
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A SUMMER MEMORY. 





* Twas at the seaside, last July, 
Upon an evening still, 

When, as ! took my promenade, 
Along old Hemlock Hill, 

A maiden fair looked down on me. 
From a viny window:sill. 


She seemed a lily-fashioned dream, 
Symbolic of the Spring; 

The bangles on her snowy wrist 
Went ding-a-ling-a-ling ; 

She was angelic, pure and sweet, 
And all that sort of thing. 


Her hair was gold, her eyes were blue, 
Her teeth were pearly-white, 

And all the sweetness of her face 
Was lit with morning light; 

She smiled, and I smiled back again, 
The which, I think, was right. 


The boys all said she was a prize, 
Besides a reigning belle, 

And kindly lied for me, and said 
I was a wealthy swell; 

And everything was lovely with 
Myself and fairy Nell. 


* 
* * 


Her father was a fine old man, 
Green-slippered, wise and lank, 
He drove a coal-black four-in-hand, 

‘To show his wealth and rank; 
He owned a yacht, and likewise was 
The President of a bank. 


He was a very public man, 
Signed papers by the score; 

And, rather Petercooperful, 
Presided meetings 0’ er, 

A id in great yellow Ictters had 
His name upon his door, 


He’d after dinner read the Post, 
Play chess and sip his port, 

And think about the Bulls and Bears, 
And selling “long’’ and ‘short;”’ 

While I, with Eleanor, would roam 
Around the tennis-court. 


I said she was my Northern star 
At twilight in the dell; 
I said she was a regal rose 
And naught my love could quell,, 
And for her from my pocket raised 
‘Lhe winning caramel. 


With her I laughed at every fate, 
And life’s unpleasant bumps; 

I went to visit her each night 
With nervous skips and jumps, 

In beaver hat and Sunday cane 
And patent-leather pumps. 


‘To walk with her beside the sea 
At dusk, I ne’er did fail, 

And in the waltz, at hops and balls, 
We'd madly, wildly sail— 

She in her satin pompadour, 
I in my swallow-tail. 


At last the Summer passed away, 
With all its listless fun, 

Its yachting parties, moonlight walks, 
Croquet at set of sun, 

And scarlet lemonade, with straws; 
But then, the girl I won. 


Yet, when the Autumn o’er the glade 
Advanced on golden feet, 

And epicures began to dream 
Of quail and sausage-meat, 

I primed my heart, and suddenly 
Gave up this maiden sweet. 





She sent me back the diamond rings 
I gave her, love-elate; 

She sent me back the shaggy Skye 
Presented at the gate, 

The Tupper, Owen Meredith, 
And Poet Laureate. 


And yet I always liked the girl, 
She was my love elect; 

I loved her as the bluebird loves 
The garden, pansy-deckt, 

But had to coldly cast her off 
Because of self-respect. 


You see, her father tried to sail, 
One sunny morn, away; 

As Jotham Heatherbee, he felt 
Secure and blithe and gay; 

But ere the good ship, ‘‘ Bothnia,’ 
Went swan-like down the Bay, 


Detectives, stationed on the wharf, 
The bulwarks bounded o’er, 

And that sedate Bank President, 
From stateroom eighty-four, 

They quickly brought, and handcuffed him, 
Arid walked him up the shore. 


Full soon the President forgot 
The vessel and its tars, 

And now at Sing Sing, on the Hud., 
He sleeps behind the bars, 

And in the daytime works, and wears 
The stripes without the stars. 


Now, that’s the only reason why 
I gave the maiden up, 
And got from her, most suddenly, 
My diamond rings and pup, 
My vellum Owen Meredith, 
My Tennyson and ‘Tup 


ENVOI. 

‘This poem is a wreath of lies; 

No maid with eye of blue 
Did I, at Newport, by the sea, 

With frenzy win or woo; 
For, in this scorching city I 

Remained the Summer through. 

R. K. MunkiT TRICK, 








‘THE BROOKLYN RENT QUESTION. 





One morning last week, the Irishman who 
has been duly consecrated as the gardener of a 
wealthy family in Brooklyn, wa. seen dancing 
around the gooseberry-bushes in a manner which 
showed him to be in a very bad humor. The 
lady of the house, noticing this, said: 

‘** Anything the matter, Jack ?”’ 

** Anything the matter!’ he repeated: “any- 
thing the matter! Faith there is.’’ 

‘What has happened—anything serious ?”” 

‘** A new landlord was around this marnin’, 
and he wanted to collect the rint,’’ said Jack, 
as he hoed away with a vim superinduced by 
his displeasure. 

‘* Did he get it ?”’ inquired the lady. 

‘* Get it! 1 guess not. Sez I: ‘ The rint, eh? 
Pll rint ye, bad luck to you!’ and with that I 
whipped outa pistil, and skelped a shot through 
the roof, an’ he leapt over the sill in a jiffy an’ 
away with him.”’ 








LOCKING THE STABLE-DOOR. 


“OUR INSPECTORS are very active, visiting 
places where it is known that heretofore a waste 
of water has been going on day and night.” 

“We have had no rain fall since the gth of 
July that is of any consequence.”’ 

See remarks of Mr. J. H. Chambers, Assist- 
ant Water Commissioner, in Commercial Adver- 
fiser, Oct. 27th, 1881. 

This will do for a PucKERING as it stands. 








FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 


No. CLXXXXVI. 
FoREIGN ACTORS. 


Ya-as, it isstwange 
with what demon- 
stwative appwoba- 
tion forweign actahs 
and actwesses meet 
with when they come 
ovah heah. The 
Amerwicans appe-ah 
to patwonize dwa- 
matic performances 
in languages of 
m whichthey can ware- 
ly undahstand a word much maw fweely than 
those in aw English. I know there is a twace 
of the same’ peculiarwity in England, but it is 
a gweat deal worse he-ah, and the money is 
showered on the visitah in intense pwofusion. 

In pwimitive days, I am told, the Fwench 
cweachah named Wachel, and anothah Italian 
cweachah called Wistorwi, aw cweated consider- 
wable excitement by their performances. ‘Then, 
quite wecently, there was a twagedian aw Sal- 
vini, and, of course, everwybody wecollects 
Sarwah Bernhardt, who carwied back to Fwance 
a pot of money. And now there is anothah: 
there is Wossi, a fellaw weally celebwated as an 
actah, He is also an Italian, and, if my mem- 
orwy serves me wight, I wecollect aw seeing and 
hearwing him play in Parwis or some othah 
capital, the name of which I cahn’t wecall at the 
moment. 

I must say that I think Wossi is an actah 
gwand enough to cause a aw /urworwe he-ah, 
Jack says he is womantic in his style, but he 
goes in chiefly faw Shakspearwean wepwesent- 
ations. In some respects, I think, he is pwefer- 
wable to Salvini. 

Perwhaps the queerwest thing about these 
Htalian actahs is that they wecite their lines in 
their native tongue, while the wemaining mem- 
bahs of the company speak English. 

Salvini adopted this plan, and now Wossi 
follows in his footsteps. ‘The effect is exceed- 
ingly odd. Wossi delivahs an eloquent speech 
in the curwious liquid aw lingo of Italy, and 
then his bwothah playah answers him in Eng- 
lish; so that it is impossible to follow the dwama 
with any degwee of satisfaction without wead- 
ing from the libwetto. 

As awule, I take verwy little interwest in 
theatwical wepwesentations; they invarwiably 
baw me. Mrs. Fitznoodle wathah likes them, 
and is always gwatified when | expwess a wish 
to escort her to see anything, if she is desirwous 
of accompanying me. I don’t think she evah 
wefuses, as my b-b-boy now does not wequire 
the attention of his mothah all the time. 

But I don’t find it a verwy fwightful baw to 
listen to Wossi; he meets aw with my appwoval. 
Jack says he has been stwiving to account faw 
the Amerwican partiality faw these forweign 
artists. He has arwived at the conclusion that 
they have maw twue dwamatic powah and feel- 
ing than those of English-speaking waces aw. 








PARNELL enjoys the freedum of 
His small Kilmainham cell; 

But all the nation now enjoy 
Their freedom from Parnell. 





IN THE best bar-rooms only one pony of 
water is allowed to each pint of whiskey, owing 
to the scarcity of Croton. 





AN EAT-ON THE-FLY young man, 

A run-on-the-street young man, 
A jump-for-the-ferry boat, 
Picnic-or-merry-boat, 

Slappetty-dash young man. 
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THE LATEST FROM WASHINGTON. 





«« Boys,” said the President: ‘‘ the papers are saying so much about our being 
constantly together, that when you come up to play poker to-night, just put on 


these disguises.” 
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NO WATER. 


The water has practically and theoretically 
given out, at least rumor says that our supply, 
which has been growing less and less for some 
time past, is now almost completely exhausted. 
This grieves us very much when we bestow 
upon it our serious attention— which is a sub- 
lime thing with Moorish bay windows and an 
arabesque dog-house hid in the honeysuckles. 

We cannot say at the present writing what 
the result of this so-called famine may be, for it 
seems like an able-bodied sort of affair of bound- 
less possibilities. We will not be obvious, either, 
and say that all hands will be obliged to take 
it straight. But we will say that it will not di- 
minish the enthusiasm at Democratic primaries 
and mass meetings. 

No doubt the temperance authorities will call 
upon the clergy and request them to go wan- 
dering about and supplicate for rain. And 
it is not at all unlikely that the rubber-overcoat 
and umbrella men will engage the services of 
professional praying-bands, and have them sta- 
tioned around like apple-stands, doing their 
spiritual athletics. 

The child who is forcibly taken out of bed 
at seven A.M., and plunged into a bottle-green 
bath-tub by a freckled nurse with red hair and 
no front teeth, will be simply deli: ious with joy 
when he finds that the faucets may be turned 
on in vain, and that the tank is as dry as any- 
thing on record, from the average sermon to the 
twenty-year-old cow. 

When the luminous, dream-eyed duck mean- 
ders down to the pond at the foot of the hill 
and finds it isn’t there, a sort of far away sad- 
ness will settle on her outraged soul and make 
her as despondent as the incandescent pig who 
is driven by the hind leg and continually kicked 
on the hurricane deck by the driver. 

And the frog will sit on the bank and crack 
the dry mud off himself with a stove-lifter, and 
fan his parched exterior with a copy of Fiction, 
while the sunfish will flop around till he flops 
into eternity. 

A man will be able to go around the streets 
at will in his new silk hat, and ladies may also 
disport on the sunny thoroughfares in their 
most scrumptious and everlastingly cunning 
head-gear. 

And then there is no telling what will become 
of the city if rain doesn’t fall soon, on account 





of being in the hands of such a terrific street- 
cleaning committee. 

We mean by this that the aforesaid street- 
cleaning committee has always proven itself to 
be efficient, and favorable to our best interests. 
Now, in case of a lengthy drouth, this com- 
mittee could no doubt have water thrown from 
the Bay by steam power, or they might run a 
line of watering-carts between Coney Island 
and Gotham, and peddle their stock out of 
bootlegs to enterprising Wall Street speculators. 

And if this scheme didn’t prove itself equal 
to the demand, the committee would, no doubt, 
dig canals through the streets; and then we 
would not only be supplied with the necessary 
fluid, but men might come down to business in 
canoes and on rafts, and people of a piscatorial 
turn might fish out of the windows, and catch 
enough to make all the fishmongers in the 
neighborhood squeal and hold aloft their digits 
in sanctified horror. 

It is generally customary to wedge a few 
quotations into an article on any subject, but 
we thought we wouldn’t do that in this case; 
but, instead, nail a verse on the end, believing 
it will serve as a climax, red fire and the after 
applause that brings the tragedian before the 
curtain: 

Now that the water’s given out, 
There’s none to soak the dainty rose; 
No use ’twill be to take a hose 

And fasten it to any spout, 

Because the thing is high and dry 
And so am I. 








WE HOPE NOT. 
St. Joun’s, N. S., Oct. 24th, 1881. 
To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 
CLEARED, 

A man out West got mad and slew his whole family. 
He pleaded, in justification, that he had been reading, in 
his county paper, some of the recently published poetry, 
and the jury cleared him without leaving the box. 

The above appeared in the Burlington Hawk- 
eye, on the r5th inst. Can it be possible that 
the kindly and genial Jester is laying pipes to 
murder somebody, and get acquitted ? 

ANXIOUS. 








WHILE THE too too golden leaflet 
Is the woodland’s gay adorner, 

You can buy a pint of chestnuts 
For a dime on any corner. 


| 





‘“« The President received two suspicious-looking persons last night, supposed 
to be candidates for Cabinet positions.” 


FREE LUNCH. 


You CAN always tell what a man is by exam- 
ining his paintings and drinking his coffee. 





THE MAIDEN has a blue eye, 
The cat has an écru eye, 

The miser has a chink eye, 
While horses have the pink eye. 





“Can you give me a light?’ asked Bowen 
of a ministerial-looking person, ‘The only 
light I’ve got is the Light of the Soul,’’ replied 
the m.l.p. ‘Then,’ retorted the other: ‘ put 
it in a safety vault; you might lose it.”’ 





A DAMOSEL with kerosene 
To light the fire did hope, 

Next day, feet first, she left the house 
In a rosewood envelope. 





A SUGGESTION: Would it not be a good idea 
to pack the defeated candidates in the coming 
election in their own election boxes and ship 
them to Salt Creek? It would save a little 
money, at least. 


A FRENCH-CIGARETTE young man, 
A breakfast-at-ten young man, 

A check-suited poloful, 

Wild banjo-soloful, 
Yellow-top shoe young man, 





Coney IsLanp is pretty well deserted at 
present. ‘The man who drew the foam and 
sold it for beer, has donned his dollar Kohinoor, 
and is managing a hotel pool-table, and the in- 
dividual who manipulated the prognosticating 
pigeons with alchemy attachment has crawled 
off, and probably lies in a torpid state. Neither 
of them, however, is dead; they will return 
in the Spring, when the lovely crocus croaks 


| and the carpet-beater beats. 


Upon THE cedar-skirted lakes 
No lily shows its mug; 

Now palatable buckwheat-cakes, 
And syrup in a jug, 

Great rapture in each bosom wakes; 
Gone is the tumble bug, 

And “airy fairy Lilian’’ takes 
The muzzle off her pug. 
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PUCK. 





AN INDIA-RUBBER BABY. 





Under the title of ‘‘An India-Rubber Baby,”’ 
a Colorado paper prints an item relating how a 
ten-months-old infant fell from a second-story 
window, struck the paved sidewalk, and “re- 
bounded ten feet, without sustaining the slight- 
est injury.’’ 

The story wears an air of improbability, but 
no doubt it is true in every particular. The 
case is not an isolated one. It recalls the ad- 
ventures of a baby at Jones’s Corners, N. J., a 
dozen years ago—an infant also gifted with an 
India-rubber constitution and gutta-percha by- 
laws, in one volume. 

One day this New Jersey prodigy, when only 
eleven months old, accidentally fell out of a 
third-story window, and struck the flagging with 
so much emphaticness, and rebounded with so 
much reboundness, that it alighted on the roof 
of the house, thence on to a two-story back 
building, and from this through an open win- 
dow into the arms of its nurse, who was rushing 
down-stairs to gather up the little one’s man- 
gled remains, as she naturally supposed. 

For a few moments the child appeared some- 
what dazed and dumbfounded, but it was not 
injured. 

On another occasion the infant tumbled out 
of asecond-story window, struck the front stoop, 
and bounced with such nice precision that it 
landed into the room whence it fell, without its 
doting mother being aware of its absence. 

It was a remarkable child, was this India- 
rubber baby. Its mischievous ten-year-old bro- 
ther would often amuse himself by pitching it 
out of a third-story window, so that another 
wicked brother might scoop it in at the second- 
story window on the return trip. Such con- 
duct was very unright: but boys will be boys. 

When this bouncing child was four years old, 
his mother attempted to spank him with the 
usual instrument of maternal correction, when 
her slipper boomeranged, as it were, and 
knocked out two of her front teeth. 

‘The boy, when a little older grown, would 
slide down the stair-balusters with such velocity 
that the sudden collision against the bottom 
newel-post would hurl him back to the place 
of starting almost as rapidly as he came down. 
‘he India-rubber boy’s mother predicted that 
he would make trouble if he didn’t refrain. 
And her prediction was soon verified. 

One day the boy came down the baluster 
with such Maud-S.-ness, so to speak, that he 
glided over the post, caromed on the wall, and 
rebounded against a nice young man who had 
just entered the door to make a call on the In- 
dia-rubber lad’s eighteen-year-old sister. The 
young man was dashed against the stairway with 
violent tumultuousness and doubled up in a very 
cucumbery manner. 

‘Tell her I died with my face to the foe!’’ 
he gasped, gazing wildly around, expecting to 
see his adored one’s cruel parent, who, he firmly 
believed, had shot him in the back with a two- 
hundred-and. fifty-pound bludgeon. 

Then he picked himself up, bulged the kinks 
out of his trousers, and lit out without getting 
a glimpse of the girl who had devoted two hours 
and a half to banging her st re-hair and getting 
up acolor in her cheeks, in order to paralyze 
him with her natural beauty. 

And concealment, like a $2,000 bribe in the 
hands of the Speaker of the Senate, preyed on 
her rouged cheeks, and henceforthly two hearts 
palpitated as two until the girl made another 
* mash,”? 

‘The India-rubber boy escaped injury, as usual. 

Professor Darwin, who was furnished with an 
account of the exploits of this remarkable young- 
ster, said his bouncing characteristic was due to 
the marvelous fact that—that—that is, it was 


due to a marvelous fact, but we have forgotten 


the fact. It isa fact, nevertheless. 





The Colorado India-rubber baby is not half- 
bad for the product of a comparatively new 
State, but it will be many years, we fancy, be- 
fore it can successfully compete with similar 
crops raised in one of the “ original thirteen.”’ 

W. 








TO CAPTAIN FRACASSE. 
Dear captain, you have failed to read aright: 
Your eyesight’s dim, although your wit is 
bright, 
My sonnet makes it clear, in every line, 
The only moustache on my “ mistress’s”’ lips 
is mine! 
SYDNEY SUTHERLAND. 








IN LUCK. 








Which will, perhaps, be explained by the above. 





HIS PROFESSIONAL FIT. 





A fashionably-dressed man, with a diamond 
on his shirt-front, his moustache waxed out like 
wires, and a general nobbiness about him, 
stepped off Broadway into a mineral-water store. 
The boy in attendance stopped fooling with 
the cat, and asked him what he wanted: 

“Is Geyser good for asthma?”’ 

“‘ Best going,’’ responded the boy, as he fished 
up a yellow circular and presented it. 

‘* Well,”’ said the fashionable man, throwing 
back the lapel of his coat and swinging his cane 
gracefully: ‘“‘I guess I’ll pour some of it into 
my hay fever.”’ 

The boy turned and drew a glass. 

‘But that’s full to the top,’’ said the man, 
as he put the glass down with an air of great 
astonishment. 

“We always fills ’em,”’ 

“What! right to the top ?”’ 

** Yes, sir, right to the top.’’ 

Then the man stood off and pressed his hands 
against his temples in a manner that betrayed 
his adapted-from-the-French emotion. He reeled 
for a moment, and fell to the floor in a dead 
faint. Assistance being summoned, he was soon 
brought to, and asked if he was subject to fits. 

‘* Fits ?”’ he responded, with great sarcasm: 
never had one in my life; but when I saw this 
man wantonly selling stuff in glasses filled right 
to the brim, without working in about three- 
quarters foam, it just paralyzed me.’’ 

‘* Do you understand Congress water ?”’ yelled 
the proprietor, burning with shame. 

‘No, I don’t!’ screamed the other: “ but 
I’m the champion drawer of beer at Coney 
Island. I can get more foam into a glass than 
any one else in the place; and it just makes me 
sick to see you throwing away all your chances 
by filling to the brim with no froth—my fit was 
purely professional.”’ 








SEE WORCESTER. 





GIT UP AND GIT. 
Thus said the good Mr. McVeagh: 
‘This place is unhealthy, they seagh: 
>Tis very malarious, 
And health so precarious, 
I'll take up my bed and aweagh!”’ 





‘* As now there will be a new reign,’’ 
Thus replied the good Mr. Bleign: 
“Others take the same view, 
As well as ‘ Me Tiew,’ 
1 think it not best.to remeign !”’ . 





A young lady reader of Goth 
Thought some of his poems were péthe; 
But others, she said, 
Were not fit to be raid, 
They were so decidedly déthe. 
J. B. GRecory. 


A misguided young man forged a checque, 
‘That his person he might gaudily decque; 
A stand-up collar he bought, 
But he pulled it too tought, 
Dislocating tus dear little necque! 





An absent-minded girl of Calais, 
Had a very peculiar wais; 
For, when spoken to, oft 
She stammered and coft, 
And demanded: ‘ What d’ yer sais ?”’ 
©. 6. 8. 





There was a young maiden named Palmer, 
The child of a well-to-do falmer, 

Who, when she was young, 

Had a pain in her loung, 
But her dad said it never would halmer. 
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THE WATER-FAMINE. 


They ’re going to tap the river Bronx, 
*Way up in old Westchester, 

Where geese emit their tuneful “ honks!” 
And eke their eggs.sequester. 





There small boys hammer all the donks 
With fence-rail and with picket, 

And happy lovers lay their conchs 
Together at the wicket. 

Near by there is a herd of monks 
Embracing no imposters, 

They sit at twilight by the Bronx 
And say their pater nosters. 

Yet poets mispronounce it Bronix, 

And thus they find a rhyme for nw 


IB , M. 








Answers Hoy the Anvious. 


HASELTINE.—Offer her a genuine 25-cent ice-water 
julep. 

MopEstT STRANGER.—You don’t wish us to mention 
your poem if we cannot use it. We won’t, further than 
to say that the man who rhymes “‘some one” and * bun- 
ion ” does well to be modest. 

W. L. Lutty.—The fashionable overcoat for Autumn 
poets is an ulster of rosewood, lined with white satin, and 
trimmed with silver. We only drop this little hint for 
your benefit. Tell us if you want any violets planted in 
the Spring. 

QUEER Wrist.—We are sorry we can't tell you what 
the figure is which has puzzled you in our cartoon. We 
make it a rule never to answer questions of this sort. It 
is a principle with us. The fact is, we publish a key to 
our cartoons, and we can't spoil the business. If you 
wish to purchase a key, inquire for it at the nearest luna- 
tic asylum. You will also receive a bottle of brain-food 
with it. 











AMUSEMENTS. 


Edwin Booth is duplicating his New York triumphs 
at HAVERLY’s BROOKLYN THEATRE. 

The Hanlon-Lees, at ABBEY’s PARK THEATRE, have 
not yet succeeded in breaking their necks, although they 
look as if they were going to do so all the time. 


This afternoon there will be an extra matinée of ‘ Pa- 
tience” at the STANDARD THEATRE, in aid of the fund 
for the Michigan sufferers. ‘‘ Patience” is a phenomenal 
success. 

THE METROPOLITAN CASINO is at 4Ist Street and 
Broadway, and has already won the favor of the public. 
‘* Les Cloches de Corneville ” is being played this week, 
with Miss Kate Monroe and a specially selected cast. 

*‘ Twelfth Night; or, What You Will,” is Messrs. 
Robson & Crane’s latest novelty. Robson is Sir Andrew 
Aguechzek, and Crane Sir 7oby Belch, and a large dele- 
gation of the public is the audience, at the FIFTH AVENUE 
THEATRE. 

To-morrow afternoon Miss Florence Copleston will 
give her first Piano Recital of the season at SrEINWAY 
HALL, assisted by Miss Hattie Schell. The programme 
comprises selections from the works of Chopin, Haydn, 
Liszt, and Raff. 

Those who wish to study machinery should wend their 
way to the AMERICAN INSTITUTE, at 63rd Street and 3rd 
Avenue, where they can see machinery in and out of 
operation, and many other wonderful things they never 
gazed on before. 

On Monday “ Mignon” was repeated by the Mapleson 
Opera Company at the ACADEMY OF Music. To-night 
*¢il Trovatore” is announced, with Galassi and Minnie 
Hauk. Friday, we are to have ‘¢ The Barber of Seville,” 
with Marie Vachot, her first appearance, as Rosina. 

DALy’s THEATRE is now the home of ‘* Royal Youth.” 
It is picturesque and romantic, and will run until the 
new contemporaneous comedy, by the authors of * Big 
Bonanza” and * An Arabian Night,” which is announced 
as being in rehearsal, is ready. 

«‘ Esmeralda,” at the MADISON SQUARE THEATRE, 
shuts up ‘* The Professor” and opens the regular season. 
People must understand that this ‘* Esmeralda” has no- 
thing to do with hunchbacks, Notre Dame, or that kind 
of thing. Mrs. Francis Hodgson Burnett has written this 
play entirely without reference to Victer, or any other 
Hugo. 

On Monday last several important events took place, 
among them the publication of ‘* The End of New York,” 








in number to of FICTION, and the introduction to a New 
York audience of Signor Rossi, at BooTH’s THEATRE, 
in the character of O¢he//o. We must defer our notice 
of this remarkable performance until next week. It ad- 
mits of having a great deal said about it. 








A POSTAL CARD, 


ITs QUESTIONS AND OuR ANSWERS THERETO. 


BROOKLYN, Oct. 28th, 1881. 
TO THE EDITOR OF PUCK—DEAR SIR: 
Pe could make a meaner man than you; but he never 
ta. 

This assurance of a unique distinction is very 
gratifying to a humble journalist. 

There could be a worse paper than Puck; but there is 
not. 

We take this occasion to remark that our 
terms are $5 a year, sample copies free. 

What calls this out is your villainous attacks upon Mr. 
Parnell and his colleagues—men the latchets of whose 
shoes you are not worthy to loosen. 

Don’t want to, young man; we don’t want 
to loosen the latchets of their shoes. We have 
no yearning for the job. We are not in that 
line of business, 

I will not make any threats to horsewhip you. 

That’s right. We like to see a man show a 
due regard for his own health. 

I will treat you in another way — 

Right you are again. Call up any time in 
business-hours and ask us out, and we will make 
it Old Rye, with a little lemon-juice in it, 

—Strike at your pockets. 

Strike—strike all you want to. You can’t 
raise a cent. We’re strapped, ourselves, this 
week, 

I guarantee that in one year from to-day, (Oct. 28th,) 
Puck will be a thing of the past— 

Put up your money on that guarantee. We 
can recommend a responsible stake-holder—a 
friend of ours, who will gladly take charge of 
any cash funds you may be willing to risk on 
this. 

—A bitter memory to you. 

It doesn’t seem to be a very pleasant subject 
for contemplation to you, just at present. 

By the way, how much does the British government 
pay you for your work ? N. E. MEsIs. 

Our regular yearly contract with the British 
Government calls for a draft to our order on 
their corruption-fund for £#4,114,400 sterling. 

If there is anything more you want to ask, 
Mr. Nemesis, don’t be bashful. Just step right 
up to the counter and call out. We’ll be happy 
to reply to you. And just here let us mention 
that in Ficrion No, ro, (“ clear, wholesome, 
pure and clever,’’ Keppler & Schwarzmanh, 
Publishers, 32 pages, price 10 cents, sample 
copies free,) appears ‘‘ ‘The End of New York,” 
a story of startling originality and effect. For 
sale by all newsdealers. 








We have received so many pathetic and indig- 
nant remonstrances from rejected contributors 
that we are beginning to be convinced that we 
are really heartless and indiscriminating, We 
have therefore resolved to start a column of 


bé ' ‘ ' 
Rejected Communications,” 
and let the rejected have a show for themselves, 
We start it this week. Contributions requested. 
TO A PEACOCK FEATHER, 
Beautiful are the hues of a peacock feather, 
Nothing with it can compare in field or heather; 
How magnificent and Oriental the sheen 
Of its spreading rays in gold and emerald green. 
How wonderful that such a rainbow of bright tints 
Should be emblazoned on such fezzy filaments; 
Ilow strange that the yellow plumes of the sun 
And the green of the fields should be entwined in one. 
Majestic, yet sad, ’tis a fit emblem of life, 
For life is but vanity in this earthly strife. W. U. 
If most-Guiteaus (mosquitoes) were like the one in 
Washington jail, they would have a lively time of it in 
New Jersey. M. A. Laria. 





SECOND RHODOMONTADE. 





I shan’t tell the Curate’s Daughter’s story. The small 
sans culotte who exposes his poverty on the first page here- 
of, says he would redden about his chubby shins if he 
knew that story was behind them. Besides, he says, there 
is an aristocratic tone about it much too too for an ornery 
American weekly, and suggests that the high-born Britons 
who engineer FICTION might find use for it. So, ave 
atqgue vale,O Curate’s Daughter. It was a very good 
story—I have half a mind to tell it. No. ‘* What,” said 
Scapin: ‘* should be done with a woman who gets into a 
street-car ‘smoker’ ?” ‘She should be helped to alight,” 
said Blazius, promptly. Whereupon Herode swore by 
all that was histrionic that the company’s character should 
not be lowered to that of an American minstrel show. 
But Blazius was right—-she should be fried out, or smoked 
out, if she could be; but she can’t. She sits and scowls, 
though in her heart of hearts, and her nose of noses, she 
hath great delight. If she is fassée, because the odor 
brings memories, and because she likes it; and if she is 
young, because she wants the other girls to think that Gus 
blows smoke in her hair. It is sheer nonsense, this out- 
lawry of tobacco. If a vote could be taken of all the 
women born since the year ’55, the majority would be for 
Free Weed, and most of them would try a cigarette 
themselves, as, some say, they do now on the sly. I well 
remember how one of my salad days was spiced by a 
package of Caporals that a young lady had dropped at a 
party held the previous evening in the ancestral halls of 
the de Sicognacs. Accursed be the ** Ls” for many rea- 
sons, in that they lie, they steal, they swear, like ‘all 
boys” in the maiden’s prayer; but one of these enormities 
has been left out of the Attorney-General’s brief, which, 
ifthe new Attorney-General is the kind of a b’hoy he 
used to be, will be inserted therein after the first of Janu- 
ary. They put a man in a car at the Battery, and draw 
him to Harlem - eight miles, forty-five minutes—and keep 
the accursed thing, ‘* No Smoking,” before his eyes all the 
way. De Vallombreuse and I went up in this manner 
the other day, and when we finally got afloat, de V. was 
so “broke up” that he took a sign on a canal-boat, «* We 
Mourn Our Loss,’ for ‘* Beer,” and pulled therefor 
wildly. 

The Duke is always near-sighted and generally thirsty. 
Seriously, why can’t the ** Ls” have smokers? The sub- 
ject was ventilated by the Sunnites lately, and one of that 
brilliant section of Mohammedanism found an insuperable 
objection in the fact that the *‘smoker’’ couldn’t be on the 
same end of the train going up as it was coming down. 

Speaking of jthe Sun, de mortuis nil nisi, 1 suppose. 
We must all be sorry for Bartlett’s death; but when I 
found that he was the man who had been maddening me 
for years with those cursed coupé sentences, it took the 
edge off the dispensation. I like a pleasant rambling 
style, like Labouchére’s and Zulano’s, of the Argonaut, 
and one or two others I could mention. 

*‘ And to think that all that’s a dry racket,” said Bla- 
zius scornfully, as the irrepressible «* C-O-L,” etc., rent the 
ears which ornamented, the other night, the corner of 
24th Street and Broadway: ‘‘to think of a man yelling 
like that when he’s sober!” Blazius had forgotten it, very 
likely; but there is a time in one’s life, when one can 
make noise for the fun of it. Yet he shouldn’t do it in 
Madison Square. College insanities are very well in col- 
lege towns. We used to howl around New Heidelberg 
in the same way. But New Heidelberg was ours, body 
and soul. It was our board-bills, our book-bills, our 
beer-bills, our tobacco-bills, that kept the aforesaid body 
and soul together. We had bought the place and paid 
a good profit, and the New Heidelbergers knew it; and 
if they weren’t allowed to sleep nights, they stayed awake 
and considered that eating was better than sleeping. 
Besides, it was all the excitement the place had. Tradi- 
tions of what ‘the students” had done, tales of what 
they were doing, and anticipations of what they were go- 
ing to do, formed the staple of conversation. 

But New York can, by no stretch of the imagination, be 
called a college town. A good many New Yorkers don’t 
know in what part of town Columbia College is situate; 
and still more are ignorant of whence College Place derives 
its name. As somebody said the other day in print, New 
York has as much interest in it as in the Sailor's Snug 
Harbor or Trinity Church. In fine, a prominence which 
is derived from mere flatulency should be speedily sup- 
pressed; and if the Force can spare a little time from club- 
bing sleeping people awake, they might employ a pinch of 
it in clubbing people asleep. 

A year ago to-day the then great lights of the political 
heaven were the man who was made President-elect, the 
man who had made him so, and the man to whom the 
Democracy looked as Bonaparte looked for Grouchy. ‘To- 
day James A. Garfield is dead and pretty nearly forgotten; 
Roscoe Conkling is where he belongs, in the neighborhood 
of the State Insane Asylum; and John Kelly has just been 
informed by the bald-headed young man who rakes 
shekels in all day at the Hall of Records that no Irish 
need apply—for campaign assessments. 

CAPTAIN FRACASSE. 
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THe LANDLORD KILLING INDUSTRY. A 





NEVER-FAILING IRISH INDUSTRY. 








A TULIP. 


In terraces of sun you dream 
Throughout the drowsy summer day; 

Around your breast of gold and cream 
Red butterflies enchanted stray. 


You lure the yellow-belted bee— ‘ 
This fact throughout the world is known— 

The humming-bird doth prank with glee 
Around your petals softly blown. 





Medora, in the garden path, 
Regards your colors dreamily; 

The goat yearns with a honeyed wrath 
To peculate you for his tea. 


Sultana of the garden bed, 

Where other beauties warmly glow, 
You are the first, or, be it said, 

The queen of the seraglio. 


You seem a turban richly flecked 
And daintily with iris-tints; 

The dew with which you’re brightly decked 
Beneath the sunbeam brightly squints. 


Your lovely languors strike me dumb; 
I'd pluck you, but I hardly see 

How I am going to pluck you from 
Page 10, in Johnson’s Botany. 








MARRIED MISERIES. 


WRITTEN EXPRESSLY FOR PUCK, BY ARTHUR LOT. 


No XVI.—Peddlers. 


Amonc the thany luxuries of a suburban re- 
sidence may be reckoned peddlers, Personally, 





I don’t dislike gentlemen of that persuasion, | 


but Mrs. Lot abhors them. You might as well 
send a drummer to a Western merchant, after 
business has been dull for six months, as to send 
a peddler to Mrs, Lot. And yet those irre- 
pressible itinerants are constantly ringing our 
door-beli. I honestly believe, too, that they are 





repeaters; it may be, however, that the familiar 
nose, and sharp black eyes, and unmistakable 
accent of the Fatherland are the birthright of 
all peddlers, and that 1 am thus led to mistake 
their identity. 

Now, as I have said before, I don’t object to 
peddlers. I would, if it rested with me, invite 
every one of them into my house, and bid them 
show their wares; but there is a sort of higher 
law in my house to which I bow with becoming 
deference. Out of doors, though, or in my 
office, I’m on my native heath, and my name’s 
Mi—no, I mean Lot. I’mas curious asa child. 
I have disgusted Mrs. Lot hundreds of times by 
stopping and staring in store windows, and I 
am always making experiments. When I am 
walking up or down Broadway, I keep my eyes 
open for street peddlers, and watch their little 
games with delight. Of course I get imposed 
on, and sometimes most skillfully. I believe 
the street peddlers are the smartest men in the 
world, and I am honestly and sincerely of the 
opinion that more genius is wasted in their 
business than would be requisite to furnish all the 
learned professions with a bountiful supply. 
Let me give you an instance. I know an old 
gentleman who uses eye-glasses; to him comes 
a youthful peddler, the down on whose cheeks 
has never yet felt a razor. ‘The youth proposes 
to sell a pair of glasses to my friend, and sells a 
pair, for which he receives a high price, on the 
ground that they are pebbles; the old gentle- 
man takes his purchase to an optician, who in- 
forms him that they are simply glass; and yet 
that. mere neophyte has sold to that old stager, 
to my certain knowledge, at least four pairs of 
“‘pebbles.”? And he proves on each occasion 
to the old fellow that they are pebbles, as con- 
clusively as his compatriot in Chatham Street | 
will prove to you that a coat, miles too large for | 








| you, fits you like ‘‘ de paper on de wall.’”’ | 


I confess that I have been a captive to the 
long bow of these peddlers quite often. How 
many times have I purchased cigars from these 
gentlemen which turned out to be cabbage; 
patent soap which would give no more lather 
than a stone; knives that wouldn’t cut butter 
if it wasn’t made hot; suspenders that quickly 
suspended ; parlor matches that turned out to be 
young volcanoes and miniature earthquakes 
combined; and pieces of cloth that somehow 
would not measure the number of yards which 
the seller had sworn they contained! I recollect 
buying a silk dress for Mrs. Lot from a peddler. 
She had been extraordinarily gracious for a 
week—to be sure, she had been confined to her 
bed for that length of time—and I resolved to 
reward her. One day, a fellow dressed in a pea- 
jacket, a pair of sailor’s trousers and a tarpaulin 
rolled into my office. 

Mornin’, cap’n,”’ said he, hitching up his 
pants in the true nautical manner which I have 
observed on that mirror of nature, the stage. 

I bowed in my usual urbane way. 

“I say, cap’n,”’ said he: “‘I’ve got a neat 
dress-pattern here you'd like.’’ 

It struck me at once that that would be a 
proper reward for Mrs. Lot. 

‘* Show it up,”’ remarked I, 

As he was extracting it from his pocket, I 
scanned him carefully. His face was quite 
weather-beaten, and his get-up was apparently 
all right. He had the usual cud in the side of 
his mouth, and he hitched up his trousers every 
few moments, just as the actors do. I con- 
cluded that he must be all right. As he had 


some difficulty in removing the parcel from his 
pocket, he exclaimed: 

“Shiver my timbers, if the thing will come 
out!”’ 

That settled the matter; I was fully con- 
Why, I had 


vinced; I could smell salt water. 
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heard that expression hundreds of times in nau- 
tical dramas. Finally the article emerged into 
daylight. He opened it and placed it before 
me. 

“ There, cap’n,”’ said he: “‘it’sjust the thing 
for your sweetheart.’ 

“Ts it good stuff?’ asked I. 

“Good!” said he: ‘it’s the very best. 
smuggled it from France.”’ 

‘How much of it is there ?”’ 

“A full dress-pattern,’’ replied he. ‘‘ There’s 
eleven yards; seven for the mainsail, two for 
the jibs, one for the royals, and one for the fly- 
ing-jib and sky-scrapers. A complete outfit, 
cap’n.” 

** How much do you want for it ?”? queried I. 

‘* Well,’ said he: “‘ we’re short, and we’ll sell 
it for twelve seventy-five.” 

“It’s no use,”’ said I: “that’s too much,’ 

“Well,” said he: ‘‘cap’n, don’t be hard on 
an old sailor, Make us an offer.’? 

I offered eight dollars. 

“ Couldn’t do it, cap’n; it would be robbing 
ourselves, Say ten dollars and it’s yours.’’ 

“No,” said I: “Tl give eight dollars, and 
not one cent more.”’ 

‘‘But you’re too hard, cap’n. I shouldn’t 
make a penny if I sold it to you for that.”’ 

“I don’t care,’’ replied I, coolly: “1 won’t 
give any more.”’ 

“Well,”’ said he, folding it up: “I couldn’t 
do it, cap’n.” 

He started for the door, reached that useful 
appendage to a room, placed his hand on the 
knob, and then, finding that I did not call him 
b ck, he returned to my desk and laid the 
bundle down before me. 

“ There it is, cap’n,’’ said he: ‘ { wouldn’t 
sell it for that, only we want the money.”’ 

So I paid him the cash and he departed. In 
the evening I brought the bundle into the 
room, and addressing Mrs. Lot in my most 
dulcet tones, I said: 

“My dear, you are always complaining that 
I do not make you presents. While I do not 
admit the truth of such statements, | bow to 
your decision and say nothing. I have here, 
though, a really fine present for you, which will 
make up for past deficiencies.”’ 

I handed her the bundle. Now, I never 
could see anything particularly hilarious about 
a basket of chips, but, as it is the standard 
comparison, I will add that Mrs. Lot came up 
to the bundle smiling like a basket of chips. 
She opened the package, glanced at its con 
tents, and threw it on the sofa. 

“Fine present, indeed!’ exclaimed she: 
“*common American silk!’’ 

“*Oh, no, my dear,’’ said I: ‘I was assured 
by a very respectable man that it is French 
silk.’? 

“Do you suppose, Mr. Lot, that I am a 
woman ?”’ 

I cheerfully gave my adhesion to her view of 
that question. 

‘Do you suppose, then,’ added she: “that 
I, a woman, have arrived at my present age 
without having obtained sufficient knowtedge 
to tell French silk from American ?”? 

What could I say? I was dumb as an oyster. 

‘¢ How much did you pay for it?’’ inquired 
she, 

‘*About a dollar a yard,’ replied I, in my 
haste. 

“T could buy the same silk,’’ said she: ‘at 
any store where they sell such trash, for half 
the money.”’ 

I tried to look as cheerfully at her as I could, 
for what is the use of discussing figures with a 
woman when dry-goods are the subject of con- 
versation ? 

“‘ How much of it is there ?”’ inquired she. 

‘Eleven yards,”’ replied I. 

Then Mrs. Lot took the measure and meas- 
ured it, If I bring home a kettle and call it a 


We 


forced my way up to the buggy. 





two-quart kettle, she will instantly prove that I 
am wrong by endeavoring to put two quarts of 
water into it and failing toso do. So, in this 
case, she drew out of her work-basket her in- 
evitable yard-measure, and showed me that the 
piece of silk contained exactly seven and a half 
yards, 

“T’ll give it to Bridget for a skirt,’’ said she. 

Thus ended my present. With what pleasure 
I purchased it; how 1 had rejoiced over it dur- 
ing the day; with what care had I carried it 
home; how my heart had throbbed when I pre- 
sented it, with my little speech, to Mrs. Lot; 
how, by means of the thoughts of the pleasure I 
was about to give her, my whole system had 
been pleasurably excited; and now the whole 
affair was ended by turning my present into an 
envelope for a pair of Irish shanks! 

I frankly admit that Mrs. Lot was in the 
right, and that I had been imposed on by the 
peddler; but he really looked like a sailor, and 
he certainly followed carefully the methods of 
the stage sailors. I am afraid, however, that he 
was a gay deceiver. I determined that that 
should be a lesson for me, and that I would set 
my face sternly against peddlers; but, like one 
of my ancestors who had no front name, I 
could not be convinced that there was no good 
in peddlerdom, and I allowed myself to be 
humbugged often, even after that terrible les- 
son, ‘The credulity of mankind is marvelous. 
People almost beg of you to impose on them. 
They run around with their mouths and pocket- 
books wide open, and some shrewd fellow steps 
in and fills one, while he empties the other. 
When I was a youngster, old Band, the poultry- 
man, gave me the cue to peddling. He kept 
an old crow (dead, you understand,) hanging 
on his stand during the week between Christ- 
mas and New Year’s day. It worried me, and 
I became inquisitive. 

“*Mr. Band,” said I: “why do you keep that 
old crow there? You certainly can’t expect to 
sell it ?” 

‘* Never you mind,”’ said he. 

** But who’ll buy it ?’’ persisted I. 

“«Sonny,’’ said he: ‘‘all fools are not dead 
yet.”” 

Sure enough, they were not all dead, for on 
the following day he sold the crow. 

‘The very worst piece of imposition which has 
ever been put upon me by a peddler happened 
to me about a week ago. At about six o’clock 
in the evening, Blake, one of my friends, and I 
were walking up Broadway. In front of St. 
Paul’s Church we saw a man standing up in a 
buggy, and gesticulating at and talking to a 
large crowd which surrounded him. My curi- 
osity was not to be restrained, and I therefore 
He was evi- 
dently peddling a patent cement, but, as Blake 
and [ reached our posts of observation, he 
started into a new business. We watched his 
performances eagerly. 

‘*Gentlemen,”’ said our peddler: “I take my 
hat, which, as you see, is empty (he turned it 
toward the crowd, so that they could look into 
it); then I place my handkerchief over the edge 
of it; then I take this broken tumbler (showing 
us a tumbler which had lost one of its sides) 
and I place it carefully in the hat; then I take 
a bottle of this patent, irresistible gutta-percha 
cement, which, by the way, gentlemen, I can 
assure you is the very best and strongest cement 
in the world, and place it in the broken tum- 
bler; then, gentlemen, I take this bunch of 
keys (showing the same), which, as you will par- 
ticularly notice, consists of one brass key and 
three steel ones, and I put it in the tumbler; 
then I place this leather strap, which has been 
fastened by the patent irresistible gutta-percha 
cement, and which I defy any gentleman to 
break in the place where it was cemented to- 
gether, in the hat beside the broken tumbler; 
then, gentlemen, I place my handkerchief over 








the hat; then I dump everything out on the 
seat of my buggy, as you see, and then, gentle- 
men (taking up two blocks of wood, which had 
been cemented together, and hammering on 
them), I proceed to show you how two pieces of 
wood, stuck together with my patent cement, 
will resist separation,”’ 

[ glanced at Blake. 

‘*Sold again,”’ said he: “ let’s go,” 

So we departed; but I call that performance 
an outrageous piece of impudence, which should 
be suppressed by the police. I wasvery wrathy 
about it; but my anger so cooled down by the 
time we had reached Broome Street, that I al- 
lowed a peddler to sell me a machine by means 
of which he imitated the notes of every known 
bird. After I had reached my residence, I 
struggled with that machine for about an hour, 
but failed to make any known bird notes; then 
Georgie tried it, and almost blew herself into 
fits in her fruitless efforts; finally Mrs. Lot took 
the thing in hand, but she became so wrathy, 
because she could not succeed and because I 
laughed at her, that she ended her performance 
by throwing the machine into the grate. I am 
half inclined to believe that the vagabond who 
sold me that machine could have made his imi- 
tations quite as well without it as with it. 

I may add that I am firmly convinced that I 
am a hopeless case, and that I am destined 
throughout my life to be fooled by street 
peddlers, 








WHEN my lady leaves the town to mourn her, 
Sinks down the glass to zero, minus one; 
Whistles the east-wind shrill around the corner; 
Takes she away the brightness and the sun. 
And as she walks in other favored places, 
Roses spring up from out the melting snow; 
The butterfly the chirping snow-bird chases, 
And flowers, no longer cold winds, blow; 
Way out, the sunlight through the clouds is 
sifting, 
Touching with gold each snow clad spire 
and dome; 
The mercury its slender shaft is lifting, 
The robins sing: “ My lady is come home.’’ 
—College Paper. 
‘THE statement is made that among the mum- 
mies recently discovered in ‘Thebes is that of 
the identical Pharaoh’s daughter who found Mo- 
ses in the bulrushes. She was recognized, of 
course, by the strawberry mark on her left arm— 
the same as long-lost daughters are discovere | 
in novels and on the stage. It must be a great 
satisfaction to her parents to know that she has 
been found.—Worristown Herald. 


A FAsHIoNn article informs us that circulars 
will be fashionable this fall and winter. So we 
may expect to have them shoved into our 
hands, just as they have been all Summer,— 
Boston Transcript. 

AN actress fainted away on the stage beuore it 
was her cue to do so, and the manager declared 
she had flopped too swoon.—Andrew’ s American 
Queen. 


THE rumor is untrue that Rossi is Charley 
Ross returned to this country.—Lowell Citizen. 


A GUILT FRAME—The prison window.— Bos/on 
Commercial Bulletin. 


BABIES OF MAUMEE. 

Potatoes they grew small, 

And they ate them tops and all 
In Maumee; 

The babies kicked and squalied 

And mothers spanked them all 
In Maumee; 

CasToria’s cured them all, 

No babies now that bawl 
In Maumee. 








“MY WIFE’S LOVER,” 
A Complete Story; Written by ARTHUR Lor. 
See Fiction No. Io. 
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FOR WINTER. 


After exposure to intense 
cold, the use of a hot drink 
made of a teaspoonful or 


two of the GENUINE 


BROWS GINGER 


causes the skin to act well 

















and sustains and refreshes. 
REMEMBER! the Genuine, 
Old-fashioned, real Ginger 
is made in Philadelphia by 
FREDERICK BROWN. 


TRY IT ON. 




















SMOK K 


Mirailon & Story 


NEW YORK SEGARS. 


MADE of PURE TOBACCO. 


For Sale by all First-class Dealers. 





$777 a Year and expenses to agents. Outfit free. Address, 


P. O. VICKERY, Augusta, M-. 





THE LEGEND OF MIMIR. 





It is a beautiful legend of the Norse land. 
Amilias was the village blacksmith, and under 
the spreading chestnut treekin, his village 
smithophiken stood. He the hot iron geham- 
mered and sjhod horses for fifty cents all round 
please. He made tin hjelmets for the gjodds and 
stove-pjipe trousers for the hjeroes. 

Mimir was a rival blacksmith, He didn’t go 
in very much for defensive armor, but he was 
lightning on two-edged Bsjwords and cut and 
slash svrcutlassssses. He made cheese-knives 
for the other gjodds, and he made the great 
Bjsvestnsen and Arkansaw toothpick that would 
make a free incision clear into the transverse 
semi-colon of a cast-iron Ichthyosaurus, and 
never turn its edge. That was the kind of a 
Bhjairpin Mimir said he was. 

One day Amilias made an impenetrable suit 
of armor for a second-class ghjodd, and put it 
on himself to test it, and boastfully inserted a 
card in the Svensska Norderb jravisk jhanaheldes- 
plotdenskgorodovusaken, saying that he was wear- 
ing a suit of home-made, best chilled Norway 
merino under-wear that would knick the un- 
numbered saw teeth in the pot-metal cutlery of 
the iron-mongery over the way. ‘That, Amelias 
remarked to his friend Bjohnn Bjrobinssson, was 
the kind of a’ Bdjucckk he was, 

When Mimir spelled out the card next morn- 
ing, he said ‘ Bjjj!’ and went to work with a 
charcoal furnace, a cold anvil, and A. T. Hay’s 
isomorphic process, and in a little while he came 
down street with a sjvaard that glittered like a 
dollar-store diamond, and met Amilias down 
by the new opera-house. Amilias buttoned on 
his new Bjarmor and said: 

‘‘If you have no hereafter use for your old 
chyjeese kjnife, strike.”’ 

Mimar spat on his hands, whirled his skjvaard 
above his head and fetched Amilias a swipe 
that seemed to miss everything except the 
empty air through which it softly whistled. 
Amilias smiled and said “Go on,”’ adding that 
it “seemed to him he felt a general sense of 
cold iron somewhere in the neighborhood, but 
he hadn’t been hit.”’ 

‘* Shake yourself,’ said Mimir. 

Amilias shook himself, and immediately fell 
into halves, the most neatly divided man that 
ever went beside himself. 

‘«That’s where the boiler-maker was away 
off in his diagnosis,” said Mimir, as he went 
back to his shop to put up the price of cutlery 
sixty-five per cent on all lines, with an unlimited 
advance on special orders. 

Thus do we learn that a good action is never 
thrown away, and that kind words and patient 
love will overcome the harshest nature.— 2. F: 
Burdette, in Burlington Hawkeye. 





If your complaint is want of appetite, try half a winc-glass of 
Angostura Bitters h if an hour before dinner. Beware of 
counterfeits. Ask your grocer or druggist for the genuine article, 
manufactured by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 


LYONS’ UMBRELLAS 
Are Stampep ‘‘ Lyon, MAKER,”” AND ARE ONLY For SALE BY 
First-Ciass DEALERS. 





THE 
GREAT GERMAN 


REMEDY 
RHEUMATISM, 


NEURALGIA, 
SCIATICA, 
LUMBAGO, 
BACKACHE, 


GOuT, 
SORENESS 


OF THE 


CHEST, 


SORE THROAT, 
QUINSY, 
SWELLINGS 


AND 


SPRAINS, 
FROSTED FEET 


A4ND 
EARS, 


General Bodily Pains, 


TOOTH, EAR 


AND 


HEADACHE, 


ALL OTHER PAINS 


ACHES. 


No Preparation on earth equals St. Jacoss OIL as & SAFE, 
SURE, SIMPLE and CHEAP External Remedy. A trial entails 
but the comparatively trifling outlay of 50 CEnTs, and every 
one suffering with pain can have cheap and positive proof of 


ite claims. » RECTIONS IN ELEVEN LANGUAGES. 
SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS AND DEALERS IN MEDICINE, 
A. VOGELER & CO. 
Baltimore, Md., U. 8. A. 


EPPS’S COCOA. 


GRATEFUL—COMFORTING. 


“Bya thorough knowledge of the natural laws which govern 
tre operations of digestion and nutrition, and by a careful appli- 
ca.ion of the fine properties of well- selected cocoa, Mr. Epps has 
provided our breakfast-tables with a delicately flavored beverage 
which may save us many heavy doctors’ bills It is by the judici- 
ous use of such articles of diet that a constitution may be grad- 
ually built up until strong enough to resist every tendency to di- 
sease. Hundreds of subtle maladies are floating around us ready 
to attack whereever there is a weak point. We may escape many 
a fatal shaft by keeping ourselves well fortified with pure blood 
and a properly nourished frame.— Civil Service Gazette. 

Sold only in soldered tins, half and pound, labelled 


JAMES EPPS & CoO., 
Homeopathic Chemists, London, England. 


Established 1838. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


Importers, Manufacturers and Dealers in 
Watcher, Diamonds, Jewelry, 
Solid a & Plated Ware-, 

63 CANAL STREET, 
Bet.S. m Ave. & Wooster St., New Yor} 


Bargains in every department. 

American Watches, $7. Stem Winders, $12. 
Solid 14k. Gold American Stem Winder, $50. 
Diamond Studs, $10 and upwards. Wedding 
Rings, $3and upwards. The argestassortmentof 
a Jewelry at lowest prices. Repairing of every de- 
scription neatly executed. Goods sent C. 0. D to 
any part of the U. S. New I)lustrated Price List. 























7, CONCERTS, 14th ST., NEAR 6th AVE. 
VERY AFTERNOON AND EVENING. 











Our new Stylographic + , having the 
le: interchsnee eable section, is the very 
- FLOGRAPHIC PEN CO., 


tt. BE STYLOG Room 
_ Frits Broadwar. New York. Send for circular. 


IN PREPARATION: 


PUCK'S ANNUA 


For 1882. 








GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878. 
BAKER’S 


Breakfast Cocoa. 


Warranted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess 
of oil has been removed. It is a 
delicious drink, nourishing and 
strengthening; easily digested; 
admirably adapted for invalids 
as well as persons in health, 

Sold by Grocers everywhere. 
ww. BAKER & COrn, 
Dorchester, Bass. 


a and Practical 
THOS. BAILEY ary Baeinee 
tor an pooped cor. 151st St., N 
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PUCK. 





CHENEY BROTHERS 
have made many important improve- 
ments in the productions of the Jac- 
quard Loom and combinations of Raw 
Silks, and their silks are now conceded 
to be unrivalled for wearing qualities. 


JAMES McCREERY & CO. 


are the New York retail AGENTS for 
these silks, and they have a very large 
stock of fancy patterns as well as a full 
collection of plain black and colored 
silks. 


JAMES McCREERY & CO. 
Broadway and 11th St., 
New York. 





M° CANN’S HATS 


$2.90 FOR A $5.00 SILK HAT. 
$1.75 FOR A $2.50 SOFT HAT. 
$2.40 FOR A $8.50 DERBY HAT. 


218 BOWERY 


KEEP’S SHIRTS, 
GLOVES, UMBRELLAS, UNDERWEAR, &c. 


Samples and Circulars mailed free. 
KEEP MANUFACTURING COMPANY, 
412 TREMONT STREET, BOSTON. 
3414 FULTON STREET, BROOKLYN, 
1193 & 637 BROADWAY, 80 NASSAU ST., NEW YORK, 


A.WEIDMANN &CO., 


306 BROADWAY, 
Cor. Duane Street, NEW YORK. 
IMPORTERS AND MANUFACTURERS OF 


TOY Ss 
Masks, Gold and Silver Trimmings, Spangles and other 


Material for Costumes, Fireworks, etc. 
Fe Catalogues sent on Application. -@X 


A RARE OPPORTUNITY. 


Gentlemen wishing to be well dressed at low prices shou!d go to 


ARNHEIM 


The Tailor, 
190 & 192 BOWERY, cor. SPRING ST., 


Overcoats of English Melton and Kersey, all shades, made to 
order, $18.00. Choice of 1,000 different styles for Pants to order, 
#4 00, and Suits, $16. .co Also, 1,000 different styles for Pants to 
order, $5.00, and = uits, $20.00. 


STORE, EN TILu 10 P. M. 
Our only Branch In New York is 305 BROAD- 
WAY, corner Duane Street. 


9W/ : 
Toei 
LI tr NY 
6°. “Anos 


CURES, 


ARE THE aesT 
+FOR SALE+ 


EVERYWHERE. | 






































$88 A week to Agents. $10 Outfit Free. 
RIDEOUT & CO., 10 Barclay St., N. Y. 








A NEW MOTHER SHIPTON. 

When lawyers fail to take a fee, 

And juries never disagree; 

When politicians are content, 

And landlords don’t collect their rent; 

When parties smash all the machines, 

And Boston folks give up their beans; 

When naughty children all die young, 

And girls are born without a tongue; 

When ladies don’t take time to hop, 

And office-holders never flop; 

When preachers cut their sermons short, 

And all folks to the church resort; 

When back subscribers have all paid, 

And editors have fortunes made; 

Such happenings will sure portend 

This world must sure come to an end. 

—New York Express. 
SILENCE will sometimes waken a man more 

expeditiously than the loudest uproar. For in- 
stance: when a minister is discoursing at the 
top of his voice on a hot Sunday, how sweetly 
somnolence broods over half the congregation! 
But let the minister stop suddenly in hisdiscourse, 
and be absolutely silent for half a minute, how 
wide awake they are! No thunder-clap in the 
country, or gong at a summer hotel, ever 
aroused slumberers more speedily or thor- 
oughly.— Newson Republican, 


Ex-SECRETARY OF STATE WILLIAM M. Evarts 
is the dramatic critic of the New York Zé/egram., 
If he isn’t, how did this remark about the Har- 
risons get into the dramatic column of that 
paper? “The mirth-moving effects and com- 
ical conglomerations concocted in the brain of 
the operators of this camera comedy are the 
quintessence of laughter-provoking monstrosi- 
ties, quaintness and outragings of all possibili- 
ties.’ — Boston Post. 

Aways on “deck’’ and bound to win: 
aces.— S. F. News-Lethr. 


Four 





[Kalamazoo, (Mich.) Daily Gazette ] 

It is an unprecedented success said Mr, Chas. S. D’Ar- 
cambal, the well-known Burdick House druggist, when 
asked for his views in regard to the St. Jacobs Oil; it is 
highly extolled, and is giving general satisfaction. 









BEWARE OF COUNTERFEITS. 
An excellent appetizing tonic of 

H exquisite flavor, now used over 
the whole world, cures Dyspep- 
sia, Diarrha@a, Fever and Ague, 
and ali disorders of the Digestive 
Organs. A few drops impart a 
delicious flavor to a glass of cham- 
magne, and to all summer drinks. 
a? but beware of counterfeits. 
our grocer or druggist for 

z the er article, manu Ectured 
5 Lm ~~ J. G@. B. SIEGERT & 


J. W. HANCOX, Sole Ag’t 


AReoeToRs Brrrens 51 Broadway, N.Y. 
















M. H. MOSES @ Co., 


75, 77, '79 & 81 VESEY ST. 


TEAS, COFFEES, 
FANCY AND STAPLE 
GROCERIES. 


SEND FOR PRICE-LIST. 


Bis Bt 8 Oe eo 
STEAM PAMPHLET & BOOK BINDER, 
No. 51 BEEKMAN STREET. 


DO YOUR OWN PRINTING 


Presses and outfits from $3 to $500 
Over 2,000 styles of type. Catalogue and 
uced price list free. 


H. HOOVER, Phila., Pa. 



















Done 


PIANOS, 


33 UNION SQUARE, N. Y. 


THE = QRGUINETTE 








Is THE — WONDERFUL MUSIC- _ CING IN 
TRUMENT IN THE WOR 


IT PLAYS EVERY THING—SACRED, SECULAR 
AND POPULAR! 


IT IS A MARVEL OF CHEAPNESS, AND THE KING OF 
MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS! 





Large Pipe Organs, Pianos and Reed Organs may all be seen 
operating mechanically as Orguirettes, Mesical Cabinets, and 
Cabinettos, at the most novel and interesting music warerooms 
in the world. 


No. 831 Broadway, 
Between 12th and 13th Sts. NEW YORK. 


THE MECHANICAL ORGUINETTE Co. 


Sole Manufacturers and Patentees. a@~ Send for Cirealar. 


NICOLL The Tailor. 


620 BROADWAY, 
And Nos. 139 to 151 Bowery, nor York, 


Pants to order $4 to 
Suits to order...... -$15to 40. 
Winter Overcoats, from $16 up 
Samples with instructions for Se.r- MEASUREMENT sent free to 
every part of the United States. Branch stores in all principal cities, 








DO NOT THINK that Sapolio is a FANCY ARTICLE 
because it is put up in an attractive style. 

It will do more Work and will do it better than 
Three Cakes of any MINERAL or SCOURING 
Soap ever made. 





em 
Sapout 
BETTER and CHEAPFR than SOAP 


HOUSE CLEANING PURPOSES. 
IT WILL CLEAN — 


Paint, Marble, Oil Cloths, Bath ‘Tubs, Crockery, Kitchen 
Utensils, Windows, &c. 


IT WILL POLISH 


Tin, Brass, Copper and Steel Wares of «ll kinds better than 
Emery or Rotten Stone—ASK FOR 1T—Take nothing as a 
substitute for it—It is the Best and Cheapest Scouring Soap. 





TRY HAND SAPOLIO 


for an é¢veryday Toilet and Bath Soap—It h’s no equal. 





Grocers and Druggist. Sell our Goods. 
eee 


__— ESTERBROOK’S ames 
All Stationers have them. 
———ad 





— 





“JUST OUT.” 
BOOK OF INSTRUCTION 
IN THE USE OF 
_ INDIAN CLUBS, 
DUMB-BELLS, 


And other exercises. Also in the Games of 


QUOITS, ARCHERY. ETC. 


Fully mpaeeeneed, bound in cloth. Prt ice 25 
ents. SENT TO ANY PART OF THE U. 
STie RECEIPT OF 30c POSTAGE STAMPS 
M. BORNSTEIN, Publisher, 

1S Ann St. New York. 
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No. 194 FIFTH AVENUE, 
Under Fifth Ave. Hotel. 
No. 212 BROADWAY, 
Corner Fulton Street. 


(tae- STYLES ARE CORRECT !! 


KNOX, 


THE BATTER’S 


WORLD RENOWNED 


ENGLISH HATS, 
“Martin’s” Umbrellas. 
“DENTS” GLOVES. 
Foreign Novelties. 


QUALITY — THE BEST!! <u 


Agents for the sale of these remarkable 7X AQ "0"*& § can be found in every city in the U. S. 


All Hats manufactured by this house are the recognized standard of excellence throughout the world. None genuine without the trademark. 





MARCHAND ’sS 


COBL8 OC ia. 2V 2, 
Or BLONDE HAIR WASH. 


on 





We guarantee this preparation to be 
free from all objectionable qualities 


By its use, after a few applications, the Hair acquires that 
beautiful Sunny Hue or Blonde color so universally sought after 
and admired. The CRISOLINE, by its mld stimulating action 
the growth of the Hair is promoted, 2nd from its strengthening 
qualities any tendency to falling off 1s arrested. Also, 

YLODONT TOOTH WASH, 
For Cleansing and Preserving the Teeth, Strengthening the Gums, 
and imparting a sweet fragrance to the breath. Sold everywhere, 
and Wholesale and Retail by 


DELLUC & CO., 635 Broadway, N. Y., 
Importing and Dispensing French Chemists. 


The choicest assortment in the city of FINE IMPORTED 
TOILET ARTICLES. 


A. S. Flandrau & Co. 











Fine Carriages. 


The Largest Stock in the City. 
The Lowest Prices for Cash. 


ROCKAWAYS, LANDAUS, BROUGHAMS, 
VICTORIAS, PHAETONS, ROAD WAGONS. 


372 & 374 Broome Street. 
Co. WEIS, 


Manufacturer of 


Meerschaum Pipes, 
SMOKERS’ ARTICLES, &c., 
Wholesule and Retail. Repairing done. Circular free. 
399 Broadway, New York. 
Tactories: No. 69 Walker Street and Vienna. 


JOSEPH GILLOTT'S 
PENS. 





First Prize Medal, 
Vienna, 1873. 








STEEL 


Soto Br ALL DEALERS THRroucHour Ine WORLO, 
GOLD MEDAL PARIS EXPO SITION-(878 








Anheuser-Busch Brewing Assoc. D 


ST. LOUIS, Mo. 


We are now receiving daily shipments of this Brewery’s cele- 
brated Beer, which is finding so much favor at the Metropolitan 
Concert Hall, and in all places where it is sold. Dealers who 
wish to keep it will please apply to 


A.C. L. & 0. MEYER, Sole Agents, 


49 Broad Street, NEW YORK. 








LEFT. 
“Meet me,”’ she said: ‘‘ by the orchard wall, 

‘To-morrow night as the sun goes down;”’ 
And this is to-morrow, and here am I, 

And there’s the wall, and the sun’s gone down, 

— College Paper. 
WHAT HE SAVED. 

A native of Flint River ‘Township went limp- 
ing and groaning to the office of the new doc- 
tor with the blue and gold sign and the Latin 
diploma and the new buzgy and the chestnut 
horse with a blaze face. 

‘It’s the rheumatiz, doc,’’ groaned the pa- 
tient. ‘‘My whole back is jest gone with it. 
I’m one ache from the back of my neck clean 
down to the hips. I’m a-sufferin’ the torments 
of the condemned.”’ 

‘Let me see your tongue,’’ said the new 
doctor. ‘Ah, yes, 1 see, I see. ‘That will do. 
Take this prescription, get it filled, and use as 
directed. Four dollars,’’ 

‘*By hokey,’’ said the afflicted one, as he 
hobbled away: ‘ef I ain’t the luckiest man in 
Flint River! Four dollars for looking at my 
tongue! An’ I was jest on the bare point of 
askin’ him to look at my whole back!’’ And he 
breathed hard as he thought by what a nar- 
row escape he had saved his farm.—- Burlington 
Hawkeye. 


THE editor of London Panch has fourteen 
daughters. When one of them misbehaves, he 
punishes her by compelling her to write all the 
jokes for Punch for one week. That is what 
makes Punch so funny.-—Norristown Herald. 


9 





[Daily Chicago Times.] 

Mr. George Barnes, of Bagnall & Barnes, South Water 
street, said that his wife had been a severe sufferer with 
neuralgia for years and had tried many remedies in vain. 
St. Jacobs Oil is the only thing that brought her relief. 


Send one, two, three, or five dol- 
lars for a sample box, by express, of 
the best Candies in America, put up 
elegantly and strictly pure. Refers 
to all Chicago. Address, 


C. F. GUNTHER, Confectioner, 


78 Madison Street, Chicago. 








5,000 Agents Wanted for Life of 


It contains the full history of his noble and eventful life and 
dastardly assassination. Surgical treatment, death, funeral ob- 
sequies, &c, ‘The best chance of your life to make money. Be- 
ware «f ‘‘catchpenny’’ imitations. This is the only authentic 
and fully illustrated life of our martyred President. Fine steel 
portraits. Extra terms to agents. Circulars free. Address 

NATIONAL PuBLISHING Co., 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


COLUMBIA BICYCLE. 


This easy-riding, staunch and durable road- 
ster is the favorite with riders, its superiority 
in beauty, structure and finish being acknow- 
ledged by all; it is confidently guaranteed as the 
best value for the money attained in a Bicycle. 


THE POPE M’F’G CoO., 
597 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 















A “ SS i 


CHAMPLIN’S LIQUID PEARL 


L |] U } D is an essential favorite with Ladies 
of the Stage, Opera and Con. 
cert Room. adies of Fashion 


PEARL PronO“NE PLUS ULTRA. 


Send for testimonials. Sold by all druggists. 50 cents per bottle. 
Beware of imitations. 


CHAMPLIN & CO., Props. Buffalo, N. Y. 
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BOKER'S BITTERS, 


The Oldest and Best of all 


STOMACH BITTERS, 


AND 


AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE. 
L. FUNKE, JR., 


Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 


78 JOHN STREET, NEW YORK. 


HOPE™DEAF 


Dr. Peck's Artificial Ear Drums 


PERFECTLY RESTORE THE HEARING 
and perform the work of the Nataral Drum. 
Always in position, but invisible to others. 
All nversation and even whispers heard dis- 
tinctly. We refer to those using them. Send for 
descriptive circular with testimonials. Address, 
H.P.E. PECK & 00., 868 Broadway, New York. 











7 
with CATARRH 


or BRONCHITIS 


av SUFFERIN 


Who honestly desire Relief, I can furnish means of 
Permanent and Positive Cure, 


Rev. T. P. CHILDS Remedies are the outgrowth of 
his own experience he first_obeyed the injunction 
“Physician heal thyself.’’ His treatment is the only 
known means of permanent cure.— Baptist. 

Home Treatment. Thousands ot Testimonials. Valu- 

able treatise sent free. Rev. T.P. CHILDS, Troy, O. 

1 aE AR 


[ASTH iv A Quickly and 




















Permanently 


Dr.Stinson’s AsthmaRemedy cu RED 
is unequaled as a positive 
Alterative and Cure for 
Asthma and Dyspepsia, 


and all their attendant evils. It does not merely 
afford temporary relief, but is a permanent cure. 
Mrs. B. F. oe of Lp o says of as . ‘= 
surprised at the speedy effects of your remedy. 

the first medicine in six years that has loosened my 
—_ and made expectoration easy. Inow sleep 
nig: 








without coughing.” If your druggist does not 
keep it, send for treatise and testimonials to 


. P. KK. 
853 Broadway, New York. 





DECKER’S 





= 


POOL and BILLIARD TABLES, 


with Patent Corded Edge Cushions, warranted superior 
to all others, and sold at low prices and on easy terms. 
Good second had tables always on hand. 


WAREROOMS, 726 BROADWAY.NEW YORK. 





AMERICAN 


Star Soft Capsules. 


CHEAPEST, QUICKEST, SUREST, BEST, 
AND MOST RELIABLE SOFT CAPSULES. 
SENUINE OnLy IN 
Metallic Boxes, Star Stamped on Cover, with 
Blue Wrapper with Star Monogram. 
Victor E. Mauger & Petrie, 
110 Reade Street, New York. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours. For particulars address with stamp to : 
H. EICKHORN No. 6 St. Marks Place, New York. 
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b, MILEY & SOLS 


Grand, Allen and Orchard Sts. 


KID GLOVES. 


RECEIVED THOUSANDS OF DOZENS. ALL THE 


NEW FALL COLORS 
AND SHADES. ALSO, WHITES AND BLACKS. 


SHADES AND COLORS; WHITES AND 


550 DOZEN 3-BUTTON LAMB-SKIN, rs anol fb 
BLACKS. (. 





350 DOZEN 4-BUTTONS, Same Manufacture, 55 CENTS. 


MONOGRAM. 


6,500 DOZ. OUR OWN MONOGRAM GLOVE, ALL THE 
NEWEST COLORS AND SHADES. FOR THIRTEEN 
YEARS THIS GLOVE HAS BEEN BEFORE THE 
PUBLIC, AND IS MORE POPULAR TO-DAY THAN 
EVER. 


3 Buttons, 98e.; 4 Buttons, $1.20; 
6 Buttons, $1.45. 


4% EVERY PAIR WARRANTED. 


ALEZANDRES. 


LOT OF BLACK AND COLORS IN THE GENUINE 
ALEXANDRE GLOVE. 


3 Buttons, $1.50. 


THIS IS THE SAME GLOVE SOLD BY A. T. STEWART 
& CO. ALSO 4 6&8 BUTTONS. 


COURVOISIERS and TREFOUSSE. 


FULL LINES. 2 TO 8 BUTTONS. 


THE BOLERO, 


CELEBRATED REAL KID. 


4 BUTTON, 
$1.45. 








6 BUTTON, 


~~ $2.00. 


3 BUTTON, 
~~ $1.45. 


EDWARD RIDLEY & SONS, 


309, 311, 311% Grand Street, 


58, 60, 62, 64, 66,68 & 70 ALLEN STREET, 
59,61 and 63 ORCHARD STREET. 














Sailing every Saturday. 
2S; Company’s Pier, foot of Second Street, Hoboken, 
RHEIN....Saturday, Oct. 22nd | MAIN..... Saturday. Nov. sth 
NECKAR.......Sat, Oct. 29th | ELBE.. Wednesday. Nov. oth 
Kates of passage from NEW YORK to SOUTHAMPION, 
HAVRE, or BREMEN: 
First Cabin, $100; Second Cabin, $60; Steerage, $30. 
Returr tickets at reduced rates. Prepaid Steerage Certificates, $28 
OELRICHS & CO., General Agents, No. 2 Bowling Green. 





The following numbers of Puck will be bought at this 
office, 21 and 23 Warren Street, at 10 cents per copy: 
Nos. 1,2, 4, 5, 6, 9,10, 11, 12, 18, 14, 15,. 
16, 17, 18, 19, 20, 21, 22, 24, 25, 26, 37, 38, 
39, 40, 41, 42, 48, 44, 47, 48, 50, 53, 56, 78, 
79, 80, 82, 83, 94, 105, 106, 107, 108, 114, 


A WISE PROVISION OF NATURE. 
Tis said that thirty inches span 
The average woman’s waist; 
And just so long the arm of man; 
So, when ’tis snugly placed 
Around the damsel whom one treasures, 
There is conformity of measures. 


How admirable are thy works, 
O Nature! kind and dear; 
For, spite of all thy quips and quirks, 
And various doings queer, 
Thou mouldest waists of proper bias, 
While arms to fit thou dost supply us. 
—Lhiot Ryder, in Boston Times. 

“Dap, can God see in the dark ?”’ asked a 
Brooklyn youngster, who strongly suspected that 
his father’s frequent visits to the pantry were 
not wholly unconnected with the presence of 
an unlabeled bottle upon one of the shelves. 

“Why do you ask such a nonsensical ques- 
tion ?”’ sharply queried the old gentleman. 

‘‘ Because,’ returned the candid child: “I 
notice that you never go into the closet without 
shutting the door after you.’’— Brooklyn Eagle. 

By means of the introductory impulse and 
the fifth compound, Mr. Keely has so impinged 
on the molecular lead as to disturb the equil- 
ibrium, and then to multiply the atomic ether 
or liberated interatomic impulse. We have 
always said that he would do it. ‘The thing is 
as plain as mud.— Commercial Advertiser. 


Cuicaco has canceled the order which for- 
bade married women from being employed as 
school teachers. It was found that too many 
undeserving husbands were deprived of their 
means of support.—Bosion Transcript. 


ARNOLD, 
CONSTABLE & CO. 


Paris and London Novelties in Gentlemen’s 


Furnishing Goods, Neckwear, Hosiery, 


Gloves, etc. 
Misses’ and Children’s Paris Costumes, 
Sacques, etc. Wedding ‘Trousseaux, In- 
fants’ Outfits and Underwear. 


Novelties in French and English Dress 
Goods, Silk and Wool 
and Clan Plaids, etc., etc. 


Plushes, Tartan 


Fall Importation of Novelties now complete 
in Upholstery Goods, Furniture Coverings, 
Interior Decorations, etc., etc. 

Estimates furnished. 


BROADWAY AND i9th ST., 
New York. 








Asthma sufferers should write to H. P. K. Peck & 
Co., New York City. See the advertisement headed 
«* Asthma Cured” in another column. 








117, 121. 


*““MY WIFE’S LOVER,” 
A Complete Story; Written by ARTHUR LOT. 
See FICTION No. Io. 





Established 1840. 
JONES. 


FALL AND WINTER FASHIONS, 
LADIES’ AND CHILDREN’S COSTUMES, 
WRAPS, CLOAKS, AND FURS, 
IMPORTED AND DOMESTIC. 
NEWEST STYLES. 


° 
* * 


* * 
* . 
+ 





SILKS AND SATINS. SUITS AND CLOAKS. 
DRESS GOODS. 
MILLINERY. 
DOMESTICS. 
LINENS. “LACES. 


o * 
«* JONES *, 


Eighth Avenue 2 
_ AND e 
e Nineteenth Street. Nineteenth Street. * 


« * 
*, JONES ,* 


BOYS’ SUITS 
FANCY GOODS, 
° UNDERWEAR. 


* 


. Eighth Avenue 














sHors. *%& # curLery. 
UPHOLSTERY, M  cROCKERY. 
FURNITURE. * e GLASSWARE 
LACE CURTAINS. 3% 9% 0 REFRIGERATORS. 


CARPETS, RUGS, ETC.  %& House Furnisuinc Goons 
Out-of-town residents are specially invited to give their attention 
to our new designs. 
SPECIAL INDUCEMENTS THIS SEASON. 





Mail Orders receive unusually prompt at. 
tention. and extra care will be used that per- 
fect satisfaction is obtained. 





READ 


FICTION 


A WEEKLY PUBLICATION CONTAINING 
ONLY ORIGINAL STORIES. 


READ 














Complete Stories In Every Number. 





“Clear, Wholesome, Pure and Clever.” 


32 PACES. 


PUBLISMED EVERY MONDAY. 


$4.00 per Year. 





10 Cts. per Copy. 


Ivo. 106 Contains: 
THE END oF NEw YorK—(Complete.) 
My WiIFE’s LoveEr—(Complete.) 
Mrs. GROSVENOR’s CookK—(Complete.) 
JeEANNE— Chapters XXXI.— XXXIII.—(To be con- 
tinued.) 
‘¢ ON THE ROAD ”—(Complete.) 
MR. TREVOR’S PRIVATE SECRETARY —(Complete.) 


SPECIAL NOTICE. 


In this number of Fiction, appears a story of startling 
originality and effect, called 


“THE END OF NEW YORK:” 


which deals with a matter of vital interest to every man 
and woman in this city. The facts upon which this 
story is based are supplied by a high scientific authority, 
and are of unquestionable accuracy and importance. 

‘The End of New York” covers twelve pages ot 
Fiction, and is written in a deeply interesting style. 
Apart from the valuable lesson the story teaches, and the 
food for thought that it will afford to every inhabitant of 
the United States, the narrative is brilliantly related, from 
a literary point of view. 

KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, Publishers, 
2a and 23 Warren Street, 
New York. 
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Cuorus oF CaPiITALISTs:—“ What on earth shall we do if Water gives out?”’ 



































Jus’ wot Ishay!Economizh “Bully! They can’t wash me: 
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x Oppet mw? . new? A Legitimate Excuse at Last. 
QFFICE OF "PUCK"23 WARREN ST.NEW YORK. MAYER,MERKEL & OTTMANN, LITH. 23-25 WARREN ST. N.Y 


THE DRY SPELL. 





